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"_Arthur!" chubby cheeks spread into a grin as the door swings open. "I've been waiting for you!"_

_The blond feels a smile tug at his pale lips. "Sorry, I got in trouble."_

"_Was it those bullies again?" the grin quickly falls into a pout._

"_Yeah. But I'm okay. They got suspended." Arthur shrugs and sits next to the plump boy. Well, teenager, but his baby fat seems persistent on staying on the poor lad's face._

_They sit together in a friendly silence. Then the boy of seventeen years speaks again. "After we graduate, we're gonna go far in life. And then at the reunion we are gonna brag to them. We will be rich, Artie. And they'll finally let us be together."_

_Arthur smiled though he felt something was off with the boy's statement. _

"_It will be great. You'll see."_

_Now Arthur understood. He was going to get sent away to study after graduation. His father wanted him away from this boy. This _gay _boy. But Arthur couldn't tell him that. It would break the poor boy's heart_

"_I'll hold you too it, Al." he finally said._

…

Arthur woke up with a headache. He hadn't thought about that fat boy since highschool, and now he was dreaming about him. Great.

He rolled out of bed and stood up, his feet touching the cold floor. What had brought that dream on anyway? Arthur ruffled his hair as he shuffled to the bathroom. On his way, he passed his computer.

That's right. He had gotten an email sent to him on Facebook. His high school reunion was next week. Arthur groaned and rubbed his face. The last thing he wanted to do was to see those idiots again. Yet that chubby boy lingered in the front of his mind.

Arthur left his room behind and went to shower. He wondered if the boy was still fat. Or fatter. He remembered that the lad had a rather large crush on him, though Arthur never returned the feelings. Being gay then was never fun, though today he could get away with it with less problems. Not to mention that Arthur was rejected by his father for being gay. And dating friends is just so messy. Arthur liked having the boy around and he didn't want to ruin it for a week or two of them holding hands and getting rocks thrown at them.

Yup, it was just easier being friends. Especially since Arthur left right after graduation. But did he really want to go see the boy again? Sheesh what was his name?

Arthur finished his shower and dressed in a plain shirt and jeans, pondering over that boy's name. They had been best friends for God's sake why couldn't he remember? Well it had been ten years and that's ten years alcohol too.

While drying his hair, Arthur walked to his bookshelf. He skimmed over his fairytale and fantasy books to all of his yearbooks. His mother had insisted on buying one each year, though he never had many people sign them, he still kept them all. He grabbed the book from his senior year and he sat on the bed. He flipped to the back of the book, vaguely remembering the long note the boy and wrote there.

Arthur found the page. He ran his fingers over the indented letters, written in blue. He remembered that the boy always preferred using blue ink. Arthur skimmed over the note, promises of them always being best friends and that Arthur moving meant nothing and that they would keep in touch. Boy had they been wrong.

Arthur recalled the few emails between them. The birthday cards that lasted only a year. With a sigh, he finally got to the bottom of the page.

Alfred.

The boy's name was Alfred. It was fitting for him. A happy name for a happy fat boy. Arthur rubbed his thumb across the name and the boy's signature under it. He wondered if the boy still wrote like that. Or maybe his handwriting had gotten better over the last ten years.

Arthur smiled as his imagination ran away with thoughts of bright blue eyes and toothy grins. However, it was interrupted with the ring of his cell phone.

Sighing, Arthur glanced at the name and saw that it was his boss. He rolled his eyes and slid the screen open. "I'm not due for another hour."

"You know Friday is final filming day so I don't know why you always insist on coming in late." the man on the other end snapped.

"I'd rather not be associated with those people." Arthur said. He closed the year book and tossed it on the bed.

"You're no better than them." Arthur bristled and opened his mouth to shout, but the next words had him snapping it shut. "Get down here or you're fired. I don't care how many people like watching you."

The line went dead and Arthur angrily shook the device, imagining it was that man's neck.

He shoved the phone in his pocket and moved to the front door. If he could get a job anywhere else, he wouldn't even go in. However, Arthur had one downfall.

No one wanted to hire a pornstar.

Arthur pulled the beanie further down his hair and pushed the dark sunglasses up his nose as he left his car and trotted into the studio. Though no one knew his name, he as well known for his startling blond hair and smoldering green eyes. So he kept himself covered.

At the doors, Arthur took his beanie and sunglasses off to flash his badge at the guard. Once through, Arthur shoved the hat and sunglasses back on. He walked briskly down the hallway to his dressing room. He didn't pass anyone, but that didn't stop him from keeping his face down.

When he got to his room, he snatched the list of costumes and names from his door, unlocked the room and slipped in. He let out a sigh and locked the door again.

As Arthur took off his beanie and glasses he looked over the list. Today he would be a yoga instructor tied to a weight table, a construction worker, a teacher, and in an orgy. Arthur groaned and tossed this disguise to his couch. Orgies were the worst. At least it was at the end of the day so he could go home afterwards.

Arthur placed his schedule on his vanity and went to his closet. What would one be wearing while being tied to a weight bench? He flipped through the corsets, shorts, and other skimpy clothing. Arthur sighed and moved to the other side of his closet. His more normal side. He decided on a pair of yoga pants and a tight tank top.

As he was changing, a loud angry pounding came from his door. Arthur rolled his eyes and yanked the door open. As he guessed, the fat sweaty man he knew has his boss stood there, fist up and ready for another punch against the heavy wooden door.

"May I help you?" Arthur asked with mock innocence.

"You're pushing your luck, boy." the man snapped.

Arthur rolled his eyes but swung the door open. "What do you want?"

The fat man pushed into the room, a sneer permanently on his face. He glanced over arthur's costumes and belongings. "The first take is soon so I suggest you do something with your face."

"I don't need you to tell me how to do my face." Arthur snapped. But he plopped himself down at the vanity anyway. Mostly so he didn't have to look at his boss.

"One more strike, boy." the fat man growled.

Arthur sighed and rolled his eyes. "I haven't missed one shooting."

"That's not what I mean. You have missed meeting your partners. It's important that they like you. Do you know how hard it is to find sexy men who will openly have sex with other men on the camera?"

"What?" Arthur asked, applying foundation. The fat guy wasn't making any sense.

"There are not a lot of good-looking gay guys who want to fuck your slutty ass!" the man shouted.

Arthur froze, his brush hovering over his nose. His eyes found his boss's in the mirror. "Don't talk to me like that."

"You know it's true. Now get ready. And if you're not here on time tomorrow, you're fired."

Arthur stood so fast the chair tipped over. "You can't do that!"

"You need to learn your place, boy!" the fat man shouted before slamming the door.

Arthur stared at the heavy wood. He shouldn't come in tomorrow. But he couldn't get fired. Getting recognized in public was too big a risk.

With heavy and stiff arms, Arthur lifted his vanity chair and finished getting ready.

Arthur groaned softly to himself as the nastiness of his final video was washed away in the warm water. He scrubbed furiously at his hair, pulling the sticky strands apart and rinsing away all lingering semen. He really didn't like it when men came on his face. Though he did hear it was good for his complexion.

He stepped out of the shower and dressed in his normal clothes. He tried not to limp as he walked about his dressing room, gathering his things to go home. He usually wasn't this sore, but as the years went on, steroids and testosterone became popular and bigger dicks had been popping up. Literally.

Arthur massaged his lower back and stretched in the middle of the room. _Maybe if you had someone who loved you, it wouldn't hurt to have sex._

Freezing, Arthur shook the thought from his head. No one would want a relationship with him. He was used and dirty. With a sigh, Arthur slung his bag to his shoulder, shoved his beanie and sunglasses on and made his way outside the building.

At home, Arthur laid in bed with a bottle of ibuprofen and a heating pad on his back. He was scrolling through social media without really thinking, when the red bubble popped up on the message icon.

Blinking, Arthur tapped the bubble to open the message. It was from the group putting the high school reunion together. He read the message. Something about letting the group know if he was attending so they could get enough food.

Arthur ran a hand through his hair. Did he really want to see any of those fuck bags again? Not really. But there was one that he couldn't get out of his head. Taking a breath. Arthur confirmed his presence at the reunion.

What was he thinking. What the fuck was he thinking. Everyone was talking to each other and hugging and laughing and wondering who the weird blond guy in the corner was.

Arthur wiped his palms on his jeans and snuck his way to the bar. Might as well drink the free alcohol if he was gonna get judged.

After getting his drink, Arthur turned and faced the room of his old peers. He saw a few people who used to pick on him. Others who humiliated him completely. In all reality, he hated them all.

"Arthur? Is that you?" a male voice came from behind him.

Not recognizing the voice, Arthur turned with a soft sigh. "Yes, and you are?"

His eyes traveled up a very attractive tall man. A grin was plastered on his face and the dim light glinted off his golden hair.

"It's me! Alfred!" the man placed a hand on his chest. "Remember?"

AN: The pornstar backstage stuff is all made up.


End file.
